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plan, and they wouldn't have spent three minutes, but they'd always
know more about it than we did."
" I see your point," Gruger said. " What was it you've figured out
to keep the breechings from breaking ? "
" Simplest thing in the world," Buell said. " I'll raise the rear end
of the platform a few inches, and lay a little roof over it at an angle.
Then the gun carriage'll always kick back into a slot and wedge there,"
The young officers around Gruger looked at each other in the
peculiar bland way with which men of action show appreciation and
approval.
" Build your platform," Cruger said. " Mount your guiis on it
according to your ideas, and you'll have to rig your sights on 5em and
lay 'em, too, yourself. I don't know how many men your platform'll
hold when you begin to work your guns, so I'll leave it to you and
Roney to pick the men you want to have helping you."
\He was interrupted by the abrupt entrance of a sentry, who kicked
the door shut behind him, dropped his musket butt smartly against
the floor, and stood to attention.
" What is it ? " Cruger asked.
" .Families coming out of the woods, sir. They're pouring out, ten
times as fast as this morning, some of'em running 1 They say Greene's
army's at the Saluda. They say he'll be here in another hour.".
Clearest of my memories of South Carolina is that of the wilting
heat. It was sticky, dead, breathless. It made leaves hang limply on
the dusty trees, and seemed to hold in indefinite suspension the red
dust that rose from beneath our feet. Even the rolling of the drums,
as we walked back to the Star Redoubt, sounded flabby; and'the
negroes carrying rock to the platform holes droopingly turned their
heads to watch the soldiers hurry towards that throbbing.
When I followed Cruger to the fire step of the Redoubt to look
across the fields and ravine towards the far-off woods through which
we'd come on our way from the Saluda, the whole landscape seemed
withered in that sick heat. Circling buzzards, high overhead, wheeled
slowly, as if oppressed with weariness. Distant figures on the road we
had travelled three hours earlier were mere crawling insects in the
dust cloud through which they moved. The wall of gums and Eve
oaks that stood between us and the Saluda quivered in the heat like
rippling water.
Against that far pale-green wall of trees a white dot came suddenly
into view. It was a mounted man in a white coat, and so motionless
was he that he might have been a statue.
At sight of that solitary far white figure, all the officers looked
around at Cruger.